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PREFACE 


Children possess a fertile imagination. They are 
more receptive when they are young. Good poetry 
instils a sense of aesthetic beauty into the young 
minds, It provides both pleasure and profit. Poetry 
trains the emotions of the young pupils. Light verse 
carries greater appeal as it is easily intelligible and 
creates greater interest and pleasure. Therefore 
students should develop a taste for poetry from the 
early stages of learning. 


This series of Poems has been carefully designed 
so as to provide both pleasure and create interest in 
Poetry. Vocabulary in these poems conforms to the 
standard for which they are meant. 

In order to instil moral and patriotic sense amongst 
the students, we have incorporated into this anthology, 
a few poems with Indian background. 


The books are profusely illustrated to make them 
interesting and help the students in learning. 


We are sure the teachers will welcome this series. 


Suggestions for improvement will be gratefully 
received, 


Editors 
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Take my life, and let it be 
Consecrated, Lord ! to Thee; 
Take my hands, and let them move 
At the impulse of Thy love. 


Take my moments and my days, 
Let them flow in ceaseless praise. 
Take my feet, and let them be 
Swift and beautiful for Thee. 
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Take my voice, and let me sing 
Always, only for my King; 

Take my lips, and let them be 
Filled with messages from Thee. 


Take my silver and my gold; 


Not a mite would | withhold 
Take my intellect, and use 


Every power as Thou shalt choose. 


Take my will, and make it Thine; | 
It shall be no longer mine. 

Take my heart; it is Thine own; | 
It shall be Thy Royal Throne. ! 


Take my love; my Lord, l| pour 
At Thy feet as treasure-store. 
Take myself, and | will be 
Ever, only, all for Thee. 
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To the fields and forest 

The gift of the spring, 
To hawk and to heron 

The pride of their wing, 
Her grace to the panther, 

Her tints to the dove............ 
For me, O my Master 

The rapture of love ! 
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To the hand of the diver 
The gems of the tide, 
To the eyes of the bride-groom 
The face of- his bride ; 
To the heart of a dreamer 
The dreams of his youth oho 
For me, O my Master, 
The rapture of truth ! 
To priests and to prophets 
The joy of their creeds, 
To kings and their cohorts 
The glory of their deeds ; 
And peace to the vanquished 
And hope to the strong 
For me ,O my Master, 


The rapture of Song ! 
Sarojini Naidu 
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A wind came up out of the sea, Š 


And said, “O mists, make room for me.“ 
It hailed the ships, and cried, “Sail on, 
Ye mariners, the night is gone ;” 

And hurried landward far away, 


Crying, “Awake, it is the day.” 
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It said unto the forest, “Shout ! 

Hang all your leafy banners out.” 

It touched the wood-bird’s folded wing, 
And said, “O bird, awake and sing; ““ 
And over the farms, “O chanticleer, 
Your clarion blow ; the day is near.“ 

It whispered to the fields of corn, 

“Bow down, and hail the coming morn.” 
It shouted through the belfry tower, 
“Awake, O bell ! proclaim the hour.” 

It crossed the churchyard with a sigh, 


And said, “Not yet ! in quiet lie.” 
H. W. Longfellow 
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amt, “4. INVITATION 


With wind and the weather beating round me 
Upto the hill and the moorland I go. 
Who will come with me ? Who will climb 
with me ? 
Wade through the brook and tramp 


through the snow ? 


Not in the petty circle of cities 
Cramped by your doors and your walls 
| dwell 
Over me God is blue in the welkin 


Against me the wind and the storm rebel. 


Í sport with solitude here in my regions, 
Of misadventure have made me a friend, 
Who would live largely ? Who would live 
freely ? 


Here to the wind-swept uplands ascend. 


l am the lord of tempest and mountain, 
| am the spirit of freedom and pride, 
Stark must he be and a kinsman to danger 
Who shares my kingdom and walks at 


my side. 


Aurobindo Ghosh 


The clouds look black, the glass is low, 


The soot falls down, the spaniels sleep, 


And spiders from their cobwebs peep. 


Last night the sun went pale to bed, 
The moon in haloes hid- her head ; 


The quiet shepherd heaved a sigh, 
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For, see, a rainbow spans the sky. 


The walls are damp, the ditches smell, 
Closed is the pink-eyed pimpernel, 
Hark ! how the chairs and tables crack. 


Old Betty’s joints are on the rack ; 


Loud quack the ducks, the peacocks cry, 
The distant hills are looking nigh. 

How restless are the snorting swine, 
The busy fly disturbs the kine. 


Low over the grass the swallow wings ; 
The cricket, too, how sharp he sings ! 
Puss on the hearth, with velvet paws, 


Sits, wiping over his whiskered jaws. 


Through the clear stream the fishes rise, 
And nimbly catch the unwary flies ; 
The glow-worms, numerous and bright, 


IIlumed the dewy dell last night. 
E. Jenner 
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6. THE SANDS OF DEE 
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TO Mary, go and call the cattle home, 
And call the cattle home, 
And call the cattle home, 
‘Across the sands of Dee.” 
The Western wind was wild and dark with 
foam, 
And all alone went she. 
The western tide crept up along the sand, 
11 


And o’er and o’er the sand, 
And round and round the sand, 
As far as eye could see, 
The rolling mist came down and hid the 
land: 
And never home came she. 
“O ! is it weed, or fish, or floating hair- 
A tress of golden hair. 
A drowned maiden’s hair, 
Above the nets at sea ?” 
Was never salmon yet that shone so fair 
Among the stakes of Dee. 
They rowed her in across the rolling foam, 
The cruel crawling foam, 
The cruel hungry foam, 
To her grave beside the sea : 
But still the boatmen hear her call the 
cattle home 
Across the sands of Dee. 
C. Kingsley 
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7. WHERE THE MIND IS 
WITHOUT FEAR 


Where the mind is without fear and the 
head is held high ; 

Where knowledge is free ; 

Where the world has not been broken up 


into fragments by narrow domestic walls; 
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Where words come out from the depth of 
truth ; 

Where tireless striving stretches its arms 
towards perfection : 

Where the clear stream of reason has not 
lost its way into the dreary desert sand 
of dead habit : 

Where the mind is led forward by thee into 
ever-widening thought and action. 


Into that heaven of freedom, My Father, 
let my country awake. 


Rabindranath Tagore 
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8. THAT WE MIGHT LIVE ! 


They died that we might live,- 
Hail ! - And Farewell ! 
—All honour give 


To those who, nobly striving, nobly fell, 
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That we might live ! 


That we might live they died,- 

Hail ! - And Farewell ! 

—Their courage tried, 

By every mean device of treacherous hate, 
Like Kings they died. 

Eternal honour give,- 

Hail ! - And Farewell ! 

—To those who died, 

In that full splendour of heroic pride, 


That we might live ! 
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9. LARKS 


What voice of gladness, hark ! 
In heaven is ringing ? 
From the sad fields the lark 


Is upward winging. 


High through the mournful mist that blots 
Our day 
17 


Their songs betray them soaring in the 
grey. 
See them ! Nay, they 
In sunlight swim ; 
Above the farthest stain 
Of cloud attain ; their hearts,in music rain 


Upon the plain. 


Sweet birds, far out of sight 
Your songs of pleasure 
Fill us with joy as bright 
As heaven's best azure. 
Robert Bridges 
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Bangle-sellers are we, who bear 

Our shining loads to the temple fair- 
Who will buy these delicate, bright, 
Rainbow-tinted circles of light ? 
Lustrous tokens of radiant lives 
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For happy daughters and happy wives, 

Some are made for a maiden's wrist 

Silver and blue as the mountain-mist, 

Some are flushed like the buds that dream 

On the tranquil brow of a woodland 
stream ; 

Some aglow with the bloom that cleaves 


To the limpid glory of new-born leaves. 
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Some are like fields of sunlit corn, 

Made for a bride on her bridal morn. 

Some, like the flame of her marriage fire, 

Or rich with the hue of her heart's desire, 

Tinkling, luminous, tender, and clear, 

Like her bridal laughter and bridal tear. 

Some are purple and gold-flecked grey, 

For her who has journeyed through life 
midway 

Whose hands have cherished, whose love 
has blest 

And cradled fair sons on her faithful breast, 

Who serves her household in faithful pride, 

And worships the gods at her husband's 


side. 
Sarojini Naidu 
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Good people all, of every sort, 
Give ear unto my song, 

And if you find it wondrous short, 
It cannot hold you long. 

In Islington there was a man, 
Of whom the world might say, 
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That still a godly race he ran 
Whene’er he went to pray. 

A kind and gentle heart he had, 
To comfort friends and foes ; 

The naked every day he clad 
When he put on his clothes. 


g was found, 


And in that town a do 
As many dogs there be, 
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Both mongrel, puppy, whelp and hound, 
And curs of low degree. 

This dog and man at first were friends, 
But when a Pique began, 

The dog, to gain some Private ends, 
Went mad and bit the man. 

Arouna from all the neighbouring streets 
The wondering neighbours ran, 

And swore the dog had lost his wits 


To bite so good a man. 
The wound it seemed both sore and sad 


To every Christian eye; 
And while they swore the dog was mad, 
They swore the man would die. 
But soon a wonder came to light, 
That showed the rogues they lied, 
The man recovered of the bite, 


The dog it was that died. 
Goldsmith 
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The boy stood on the burning deck, 
Whence all but him had fled ; 
The flames that lit the battle’s wreck 

Shone round him o’er the dead. 
Yet beautiful and bright he stood, 
As born to rule the storm ; 
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A creature of heroic blood, 
A proud though childlike form. 

The flames rolled on-he would not go 
Without his father’s word ; 

That father, faint in death below, 
His voice no longer heard. 

He called aloud : ‘Say, father, say 
If yet my task is done !’ 

He knew not that the chieftain lay 
Unconscious of his son. 

‘Speak, father’ once again he cried, 
‘lf | may yet be gone ! 

—And but the booming shots replied, 
And fast the flames rolled on. 

Upon his brow he felt their breath, 
And in his waving hair ; 

He looked from that lone post of death, 
In still, yet brave despair. 

And shouted but once more aloud, 
‘My father ! must I stay ?’ 
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While o’er him fast, through sail and 
shroud, 


The wreathing fires made way. 
They wrapt the ship in splendour wild, 


They caught the flag on high, 
And streamed above the gallant child, 
Like banners in the sky. 
There came a burst of thunder sound- 
The boy, oh ! where was he ? 
—Ask of the winds that far around 
With fragments strewn the sea - 


With mast, and helm, and pennon fair 
That well had borne their part 


But the noblest thing which perish d there 


Was that young faithful heart. 
Felicia Hemans 
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The chief defect of Henry King 
Was chewing little bits of string. 
At last he swallowed some which tied 


Itself in ugly knots inside. | 
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Physicians of the utmost fame 

Were called at once ; but when they came 
They answered, as they took their fees, 
‘There is no cure for this. disease. 
Henry will very soon be dead.’ 

His parents stood about his bed 
Lamenting his untimely death, 

When Henry, with his last breath, 
Cried— 

Oh, my Friends, be warned by me, 
That breakfast, dinner, lunch and tea 
Are all the human frame requires-* 


With that the wretched child expires. 
Hilaire Bellot 
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There were three sailors of Bristol city 
Who took a boat and went to sea 

But first with beef and captain's biscuits 
And pickled pork they loaded she. 

There was gorging Jack and guzzling 


Jimmy, 
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And the youngest, he was little Billy. 

Now when they got as far as the Equator 

They'd nothing left but one split pea. 

Says gorging Jack to guzzling Jimmy, 

‘lam extremely hungaree.’ 

To gorging Jack says guzzling Jimmy, 

‘We've nothing left, we must eat we.’ 

Says gorging Jack to guzzling Jimmy, 

‘With one another we shouldn't agree ! 

There’s little Bill, he’s young and tender, 

We're old and tough, so let's eat he. 

Oh Billy, we’re going to kill and eat you, 

So undo the button of your chemise.’ 

When Bill received this information 

He used his pocket handkerchief. 

‘First let me say my catechism, 

Which my poor mammy taught to me.’ 

‘Make haste, make haste,’ says guzzling 
Jimmy, 

While Jack pulled out his snickersnee. 
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So Billy went up to the main top-gallant 
mast, 

And down he fell on his bended knee, 

He scarce had come to the twelfth 
commandment 

When up he jumps, ‘There’s land | see. 

Jerusalem and Madagascar, 

And North and South Amerikee : 

There’s the British flag a-riding at anchor, 

With Admiral Napier K.C.B.’ 

So when they got aboard the Admiral's, 

He hanged fat Jack and flogged Jimmy ; 

But as for little Bill he made him 


The Captain of a Seventy-three. 
W. M. Thackeray 
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15. FATHER WILLIAM (gem 


er William, the young 


man said, 
‘And your hair has become very white ; 
And yet you incessantly stand on your head- 
Do you think, at your age, it is right ?° 
‘In my youth,’ Father William replied to his 
son’ 
‘I feared it might injure the brain ; 
But, now that I’m perfectly sure | have 
none, 
Why, I do it again and again.’ 
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‘You are old,’ said the youth, ‘as | 
mentioned before, 
And have grown most uncommonly fat ; 
Yet you turned a back-somersault in at the 
door- 
Pray, what is the reason of that ?’ 
‘In my youth,’ said the sage, as he shook 
his grey locks, 
‘I kept all my limbs very supple 
By the use of this ointment-one shilling 
the box- 
Allow me to sell you a couple.’ 
“You are old,’ said the youth, ‘and your 


Jaws are too weak 
For anything tougher than suet : 


Yet you finished the goose, with the bones 
and the beak- 


Pray, how did you manage to do it ?’ 
‘In my youth, ‘said his father, ‘I took to the 


law, and argued each case with my wife; 
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And the muscular strength which it gave 
to my jaw 
Has lasted the rest of my life., 
‘You are old,’ said the youth, ‘one would 
hardly suppose 
That your eye was as steady as ever ; 
Yet you balanced an eel on the end of 
your nose- 
What made you so awfully clever ?' 
‘I have answered three questions, and that 
is enough,’ 
Said his father ; ‘don’t give yourself airs 
Do you think | can listen all day to such 
stuff ? 


Be off, or I'll kick you downstairs ! 
Lewis Carroll 
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16. THE STORY OF JOHNNY 
HEAD-IN-AIR “D 


As he trudged along to school, 
It was always Johnny’s rule ce 
To be looking at the sky 

And the clouds that floated by ; 

But what just before him lay, 


In his way, 
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Johnny never thought about ; 
So that everyone cried out 
‘Look at little Johnny there, 
Little Johnny Head-in-Air ?’ 
Running just in Johnny’ s way 


Came a little dog one day ; 


Johnny's eyes were still astray 

Up on high, 

In the sky; 

And he never heard them cry 

‘Johnny, mind, the dog is nigh ! ' 
37 


Bump ! 

Dump ! 

Down they fell, with such a thump, 
Dog and Johnny in a Jump! 

Once, with head as high as ever, 
Johnny walked beside the river. 
Johnny watched the swallows trying 
Which was cleverest at flying. 

This was all he thought about, 

So he strode on, only think ! 

To the river’s very brink, 


Where the bank was high and steep, 
And the water very deep ; 


And the fishes, in a row, 

Stared to see him coming so. 

One step more ! Oh! sad to tell ! 
Headlong in poor Johnny fell. 

And the fishes, in dismay, 

Wagged their tails and swam away. 
There lay Johnny on his face, 
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With his nice red writing-case ; en 


But, as they were passing by, Of 
: . M hall 


Two strong men had heard him cry; `` Z 
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And, with sticks, these two strong men 
Hooked poor Johnny out again. 

Oh ! you should have seen him shiver 
When they pulled him from the river 
He was in a sorry plight, 

Dripping wet, and such a fright ! 

Wet all over, everywhere, 

Clothes, and arms, and face, and hair : 
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Oh ! what fun ! 

Johnny watched the bright round sun 
Going in and coming out ; 
Johnny never will forget 

What it is to be so wet. 

And the fishes, one, two, three, 
Are come back again, you see ; 
Up they came the moment after, 
To enjoy the fun and laughter, 
Each popped out his little head, 
And to tease poor Jofgnny, said : 
‘Silly little Johnny, look, 

You have lost your writing-book.’ 


Heinrich Hoffmann 
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@ 17 MY ONLY PRAYER MA 


Riches | hold in light esteem, ! 
And love | laugh to scorn; 
And lust of fame was but a dream, 
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That vanished with the morn : 
And if | pray, the only prayer 
That moves my lips for me 
Is, “Leave the heart that now I bear 
And give me liberty !” 
Yes, as my swift days near their goal, 
‘Tis all that | implore ; 
In life and death a chainless soul, 


With courage to endure. 


Emily Bronte 
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Abou Ben Adhem (may his tribe increase) 
_ Awoke one night from a deep dream of 
Peace, 

And saw, within the moonlight in his room, 
Making it rich, and like a lily in bloom 

An angel writing in a book of gold, 4 
Exceeding peace had made Ben Adhem bold, 
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And to the increase in the room he said, 
“What writest thou ?’—The vision raised 
its head, 


And, with a look made of all sweet accord, 
Answered, ‘The names of those who love 


the Lord.’ 

And is mine one ?’ said Abou,— Nay, not so, 
Replied the angel. Abou spoke more low, 
But cheerily still, and said, ‘I pray thee, 
then, 

Write me as one that loves his fellow men., 
The Angel wrote, and vanished. The next 
night, 

It came again with a great awakening light, 
And show'd the names whom love of God 
had bless‘d 


And lo ! Ben Adhem’s name led all the rest, 
Leigh Hunt 
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19. SIMILES 


As wet as a fish-as dry as a bone; 

As live as a bird-as dead as a stone; 

As plump as a partridge-as poor as a rat ; 
As strong as a horse-as weak as a cat; 

As hard as flint-as soft as a mole ; 

As white as a lily-as black as coal ; 

As plain as a pike-staff,as rough as a 


bear ; 
As tight as a drum-as free as the air ; 


As heavy as lead-as light as a feather ; 

As steady as time-as uncertain as weather ; 

As hot as a furnace-as cold as a frog; 

As gay as a lark-as sick as a dog; 

As slow as a tortoise-as swift as the 
wind ; 

As true as the gospel-as false as mankind ; 

As thin as a herring-as fat as a pig ; 

As proud as a peacock-as blithe as a grig ; 


As fierce as a tiger-as mild as a dove ; 
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As stiff as a poker-as limp as a glove ; 

As blind as a bat-as deaf as a post : 

As cool as a cucumber-as warm as a toast ; 
As flat as a flounder-as round as a ball ; 
As blunt as a hammer-as sharp as an owl ; 
As red as a ferret-as safe as the stocks ; 
As bold as a thief-as sly as a fox ; 

As straight as an arrow-as bent as a bow ; 
As yellow as saffron-as black as a sole ; 
As brittle as glass-as tough as gristle ; 

As neat as my nail-as clean as a whistle ; 
As good as a feast-as bad as a witch ; 

As light as is day-as dark as is pitch ; 

As brisk as a bee-as dull as an ass ; 

As full as a tick-as solid as brass. 


Anonymous 
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